INTROD UCTION                       3

house, which was our common place of rendezvous.
We exchanged the usual greetings, and for some
minutes nothing more was said, so pleasant was it
to sit silent in the shade listening to the swish of
scythes (they were cutting the grass in the meadow
opposite) and to the bubbling of a little fountain
in the garden on our right, while the sun grew hotter
every minute on the fir-covered slopes beyond. I
wanted to talk, and yet I was unwilling to begin ;
but presently Ellis turned to me and said : " Well,
my dear philosopher, and how goes the world with
you ? What have you been doing in all these years
since we met ? "

" Oh/' I replied, " nothing worth talking about"
" What have you been thinking then ? "
" Just  now I have been thinking how well you
look.   Knocking about the world seems to suit you."
" I  think   it   does.     And   yet  at  this   moment,
whether It be the quiet of the place, or whether it be
the sight of your philosophic  countenance, I feel a
kind of yearning for "the contemplative life.   I believe
if I stayed here long  you would  lure me back  to
philosophy; and yet I thought I had finally escaped
when I broke away from you before."

" It   is   not   so   easy," I  said,  " to   escape  from
that  net,  once one is  caught.     But it was not  I
who spread the snare;  I  was only trying to help
you out, or, at least, to get out myself."
" And have you found a way ? "
" No, I  cannot say that I  have.    That*s why I
want to talk to you and hear how you have fared."
" I ?    Oh, I have given the whole subject up."
" You can hardly give up the subject till you give